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My father's murder'd through thy treachery j
And thou shalt die, and on his mournful hearse
Thy hateful and accursed head shall lie,
To witness to the world that by thy means
His kingly body was too soon interred.

Q. ISAB. : Weep not, sweet son.

K. EDW. THIRD : Forbid me not to weep ; he was my

father ;

And had you lov'd him half so well as I,
You could not bear his death thus patiently :
But you, I fear, conspir'd with Mortimer.

FIRST LORD :  Why speak you not unto my lord the
king?

Y. MORTIMER : Because I think scorn to be accus'd.
Who is the man dares say I murder'd him ?

K. EDW. THIRD : Traitor, in me my loving  fathefr

And plainly saith, 'twas thou that murder'dst him.

y. MORTIMER : But hath your grace no other proo
than this ?

K. EDW. THIRD : Yes, if this be the hand of Mortimer

(Showing letter.)

Y. MORTIMER : False Gurney hath betray'd me and
himself.                          (Aside to QUEEN ISAB.)

Q. ISAB. : I fear'd as much : murder can not be hid.

Y. MORTIMER : It is my hand; what gather you by
this?

K. EDW. THIRD : That thither thou didst send a mur-
derer.

Y. MORTIMER : What murderer ? bring forth the man
I sent.

K. EDW. THIRD : Ah, Mortimer, thou know'st that he L
slain 1